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MY SEVENTY-SEVEN YEARS IN QUEENSLAND 
[By INIGO JONES, F.R.H.S., F.R. Met. Soc, 
F.R.G.S.A., F.R.S.A. (Life), Director of Crohamhurst 
Observatory, Director of Bureau and Seasonal Fore-
casting, Q'ld., Past President of Historical Society of 
Queensland] 
(From an address delivered at the monthly meeting of 
The Historical Society of Queensland on 24th April 
1952) 
Each man in his time plays many parts and I 
regard it as a great privilege to be able to tell you 
tonight something of those I have played in this three-
quarters of a cenutry.in which I have tried to help in 
this country in my roles from pioneer settler to pioneer 
scientist or the other way round whichever pleases you 
better. 
On 4th November 1874 the good ship "Darling 
Downs," 1,600 tons. Captain Bolt, discharged her pas-
sengers in Brisbane and I was helped to walk ashore 
and as I was only two at that time the events are 
mainly hearsay. I was born in Croydon, one of the 
county towns of Surrey and now the site of an import-
ant aerodrome and through modern building develop-
ments practically part of London. In those days it was 
surrounded by open country and in them three fateful 
sisters Clotho, Lachesis, and Atropos saw to it that a 
foreshadowing of my future was set forth. 
One of our walks was to Crohamhurst, the pro-
perty of Lord Goschen whose father was the first 
printer to publish the work of the famous Goethe in 
English, and later my father gave the name of Croham-
hurst to our farm in the country where I took the 
observation of the record rainfall of Australia and one 
of those of the world. Another of our walks took us to 
Hurstmonceux Castle to which the Royal Observatory 
of Greenwich has been transferred owing to the im-
pairment of observational conditions near London. 
Later I was to be a correspondent of that Observatory 
and receive its publications as an important part of my 
own Observatory Library. The present Astronomer 
Royal is also a Jones and our names stand side by 
side in the List of Fellows of the Royal Astronomical 
Society. 
688 
A third excursion took us to Biddington Park, the 
seat of Sir Jasper Carew, an English Baronet, and also, 
strange to relate. King of the Gipsies, and on one occa-
sion the Gipsy Parliament was actually in session as 
they used to gather there at intervals from all over 
Europe, and I often think that my unorthodoxy may 
have come from the unconscious contact of that meet-
ing. On the other hand it may simply be that there 
are strains of blood behind me drawn from men who 
have fought for liberty and against oppression and 
such men often take their lives in their hands when 
they know that the right is at stake. 
A fourth significant event occurred on the voyage 
out when the ship in the roaring forties was running 
down her easting in a wild fog-girt sea. Suddenly the 
fog lifted and straight ahead were the breakers on the 
rocks of Kerguelen. The helm was put hard down, the 
fog closed and an anxious time followed but no more 
was seen of Kerguelen and our threatened fate was 
averted. This glimpse was prophetic in that years 
afterwards my advocacy of a weather station on 
Kerguelen was agreed to by the Science Congress in 
Brisbane and was also acted on by the French Academy 
of Sciences. 
My Christian name of Inigo comes from my 
mother's side as her mother was a Miss Inigo-Jones 
and I was born nearly exactly three centuries after my 
famous collateral forbear. Her father was a member 
of the famous scientific and. mathematical family of 
Bernoulli of Basle in Switzerland whose University is 
named the BernouUianum in their honour. My father 
was the second son of a mill owner and inventor who 
first devised the modern process of felt manufacture 
and whose mill on the Wandle River near Croydon is 
still standing. On our arrival in Brisbane we first 
resided with Mr. Hassal a Church of England clergy-
man residing in Stanley Street and next lived in a 
bouse in Ivory Street near the site of the Story Bridge, 
but my first recollection is of our residence at Netley 
Cottage which is still standing at the top of the hill in 
Upper Roma Street. Next door lived a very famous 
person Mr. Simeon Bord the Emancipist and some 
years ago I went to the funeral of his grandson and my 
old school fellow, Toby Lord of Esk. On the other side 
was Mr. Curnow then Commissioner for Railways and 
it was there that I saw the flag bedecked first train to 
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run through from Ipswich to Brisbane and that engine 
now rests not far away in the Railway yards against 
Petrie Terrace. The first Brisbane Show was held in 
1876 and this I attended though my memory of it is 
confused with a circus that must have been an attrac-
tion at the same time. Soon after came the great hail-
storm of 1887 when not a pane of glass in Brisbane 
remained unbroken and the hail was piled to the top 
of our garden fence and streaming over and I well 
recall the terrific thundergust with the sheets of 
galvanised iron being blown overhead from the un-
roofed houses in South Brisbane and dropped on the 
other side of the railway line. 
At that time, too, I saw my first glimpse of the 
disputed rights of labour. A church was being built 
just to the north-west of us and the lightning con-
ductor had been affixed but not unwound when the 
dinner call sounded and there it was hanging from 
the wooden steeple. Soon after a storm came up and 
the steeple was struck and in a short while the new 
church was a smouldering heap. Opposite us we could 
see the residence of Mr. Stanley, the Colonial Architect, 
and one day a childish curiosity made me call on them 
and possibly some prophetic feeling made me do this 
as later Mr. Stanley bought in England the Grubb 
telescope now at Nudgee College and which I was one 
of the first people to see through. Later His Grace 
Archbishop Duhig offered me the use of this instru-
ment. 
One afternoon I witnessed the funeral procession 
of Sir Joshua Peter Bell, the Lieutenant Governor, who 
had collapsed and died in Queen Street somewhere near 
where Barry and Roberts' store now is. Opposite was 
the old Town Hall and upstairs in that concert hall I 
have heard some fine musical programmes as in those 
old days the musical standards were very high and we 
had two opera companies and some very fine instru-
mentalists and what is often called music today would 
certainly have been hissed off the stage. Down below 
us there lived a great lady, Mrs. George Raff, one of 
Brisbane's great equestriennes of whom there were 
then a great number and whose stately and graceful 
forms have been driven from the scene by the ever 
increasing motor. Another famous one was Mrs. Bev-
erley from whose husband we later purchased Croham-
hurst. There was a dry spell about then not long ago 
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repeated on one of the astronomical cycles and when 
the tanks got very low I organised a party of children 
friends among them the young Raffs to take advantage 
of Mrs. Raff being out to enjoy a bathe in the Raff's 
tank. One of the bathers was my friend Mr. Mole, later 
Public Curator. At the lower end of the street was a 
very old house, "Roma Villa," where later lived Dr. 
Dods whose son was Administrator of New Ireland 
after the First World War, and opposite it was one of 
the first cemeteries used by the convicts and later 
levelled over and built upon. When the first houses 
were erected a stump hole was simply stood on the 
coffin and the first two families to live in it lost their 
children by some contagious complaint, whether all 
or not, I cannot remember. Opposite was the old Gaol 
and it had great wings of cells facing our house and I 
well remember seeing these cells opened at five in the 
afternoon and the prisoners apparently brought out 
one by one for a few minutes airing and then locked 
in again for the night, or that is what seemed to me 
to happen. While there my father and some friends 
built a boat similar in design to the famous yacht 
"America" the winner of the Atlantic Cups. They sailed 
it on the river and bay and out into the Pacific for some 
years. She must have been a large boat as she had six 
tons of pig iron for ballast; she later sank outside Cape 
Moreton. 
The old Grammar School was then standing where 
the Railway yards are and I used to watch the boys at 
play with a longing for my Grammar School days 
which came a few years later but at the new school on 
Gregory Terrace. The old Roads Department was closed 
in 1879 in consequence of the passing of the Divisional 
Boards Act and father's post of Engineer for Roads 
for Southern Queensland, came to an end. During it he 
designed two of the first suspension bridges in Aus-
tralia—the wooden one over Lockyer's Creek later 
destroyed by fire and the Fitzroy Bridge at Rock-
hampton only recently replaced. 
We then left Brisbane for a time returning in 
1883. The town was then in a somewhat static stage 
preceding the boost that was given to its progress by 
the Five Million Loan of Sir Thomas Mcllwraith. The 
site of the present Treasury had a row of gum saplings 
along Queen Street and there were a number of wooden 
buildings there and in one of these the meetings of the 
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Royal Society used sometimes to be held and at those 
meetings I was made a student member. I used to 
meet many of the prominent men of those days, 
among them Mr., afterwards Sir, Augustus Gregory, 
Mr. A. J. Norton, the Speaker, and Mr. De Vis of the 
Museum then stationed where the Public Library is 
now. Mr. De Vis in a presidential address gave great 
umbrage to the medical profession, and Dr. John 
Thompson came to the next meeting to reply, which 
he did rather strongly, and Mr. De Vis never again 
was present at a meeting of the Society.* 
The building in Queen Street where the Parlia-
ment used to meet and situated somewhere near where 
Allan & Stark's is now was still there with the old 
Museum quite close at hand and the first School of Arts 
was there somewhere but although I was often in it 
am not quite sure whether it was above Albert or 
Edward Street, and the Methodist Church was in 
Albert Street where the present Commonwealth Sav-
ings Bank now stands. 
Father went to Maryborough as consulting 
engineer to the contractors Messrs. Thorne and Annear 
who were building the Maryborough-Gympie Railway 
and we were domiciled in one of the extinct hotels on 
the road to Gympie at Owanyilla. Sir Thomas 
Mcllwraith imported two dogs from Scotland and they 
came out in charge of a kennel man. When they arrived 
the man being no longer required was appointed 
teacher to the newly opened Owanyilla Public School. 
(I am not sure of their name then but they were not 
State Schools.) His insistence on a Yorkshire pronun-
ciation in the lessons was the cause of a good deal of 
trouble. Another incident of those days illustrates the 
manners of that era. The great 1879 flood was coming 
down and the cylinders of the bridge were in consider-
able danger of flooding. Mr. Annear therefore came 
down and in his stentorian voice offered a case of 
whisky if the top cylinder was completed before the 
water rose over it. The men worked like madmen, the 
cylinder was safely completed and the case of whisky 
duly delivered amid cheers for "Jack Annear." That 
case represented about £200 of work besides hundreds 
* Mr. De Vis was merely advocating the need of a University for Queensland and one 
of his arguments was that a medical school here would train our "own men in their 
own environment whereas the then medicos trained in England had not the tropical 
experience that was essential. 
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had the pier got flooded. You couldn't strike a bargain 
like that in these days. 
Then we moved to Gympie, at that time in high 
prosperity as the Big Phoenix and No. 4 had struck 
and father was engaged in attempts to divert the 
water that stood in the way of getting at the supposed 
untold wealth of the Deep Lead flooded by the waters 
of the Mary River. It is still unrecovered. Gympie 
soon faded from its prosperity and we left to go to 
Brisbane again. Like all mining towns there were many 
ups and downs and these were emphasised by the Q.N. 
Bank which gave an annual dinner in two divisions a 
week apart. At the first dinner the guests were those 
whose balance exceeded a certain figure: the second 
was attended by those in a lower stage of prosperity: 
so it was easy and interesting to note who went to 
which. It also had other curious effects namely, one 
year Mrs. Jones would be driven round in her buggy, 
next year she might be economising by using the 
palings from the fence to save fuel. However, no one 
minded very much. It was just all in the game. 
We returned to Brisbane in the old "Keillawarra" 
afterwards sunk in a collision near Tweed Heads. They 
were modest boats and later all Brisbane turned out to 
see for the first time the "Maranoa" and the "Barcoo." 
We lived first for a time with a Mrs. Anderson in Tank 
Street and there met a Mr. David who had come here 
in connection with the horse trams then about to be 
installed. They were the first attempt to modernise 
the Transport system and the tired but patient horses 
were actually done to death and at every hill were 
stationed spares with boy riders to take the cars up 
the hill and then ride back for the next one. The 
venture was a complete failure and later was replaced 
by the present system under the well known Mr. 
Badger. 
On 26th August 1883 we were all awakened at 
about 3 a.m. by the house shaking and the crockery 
dancing on the shelves owing to the eruption of 
Krakatoa in the Straits of Sunda when people perished 
instantly by thousands and a tidal wave swept five 
times round the earth and for years afterwards the 
famous magenta ray could be seen after sunset in the 
north-western sky. 
Conditions were very depressed until relieved by 
the famous Five Million Loan which promoted a great 
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wave of prosperity but really of a false nature which 
ended sometime after in the great Land Boom and 
disastrous collapse. The drought of 1883 also added 
to the discomforts and then came one of the most 
extraordinary hoaxes possible to imagine, namely the 
great Russian Scare. It was firmly believed that the 
Russian fleet which, by the way, did not exist, was 
about to come up the Brisbane River and we were to 
be murdered in our beds. Arms and munitions were 
served out and an armed man was stationed on Wick-
ham Terrace at the old Windmill (often erroneously 
styled the Observatory) to fire an alarm gun when he 
was advised of the approach of the fleet. The citizens 
were then to assemble to repel the Russians and it even 
went so far that an Imperial officer. Colonel Moore, 
was brought out from England to command the 
defence. 
My father on his return to Brisbane took up his 
old hobby of boating and with his brother built a yawl 
and some large type canoes and a Canoe Club was 
formed to which His Excellency Sir Arthur Kennedy 
belonged and also Mr. J. G. Drake and Mr. Clement 
Wragge who was to have a very great influence on my 
whole life. The Queensland meteorological service was 
in a very parlous state and the Queensland Govern-
ment invited Mr. Wragge to report on it and he was 
then appointed Colonial Meteorologist and Nature 
smiled on him by allowing him three weeks after his 
installation to secure the record rainfall of Brisbane 
for twenty-four hours of 18 inches and the cyclone 
which cause this took a course into the upper waters 
of the Logan River and caused most destructive floods 
in that river. The upper Brisbane and Stanley did not 
get any serious falls and Brisbane had only a normal 
amount of flooding. 
Contributing causes to the collapse of the Land 
Boom were the great drought of 1888 following closo 
on the floods of 1887. It rained hard in February 1888 
and then did not rain again till well into 1889 when the 
winter saw another flood when the Yankee ship 
"George R. Crowe" broke from her moorings and swept 
down the town reach and I was on the wharf at Birley's 
Mill as she was fended off and passed down the river. 
She came ashore at Lytton and was subsequently 
burned to the water's edge. The great Shipping and 
Shearers strikes then came with the test of strength 
694 
of the coming Labour Party concerning whose advent 
the most hysterical prophecies were current among the 
confirmed members of the old school. Later, however, 
when it became a fait accompli no one could detect any 
difference and so it is with most changes. As they 
come they meet an atmosphere of fear and distrust but 
when they do arrive they seem to take on the old 
savour and are lost in the whirl of daily life. However, 
this part I only saw from a distance as in 1891 my 
grandmother died and our estate was finally divided 
and my father decided to retire from his profession 
and seek in a country life that peace which the world 
of the city could not give and after a number of essays 
in search of this earthly paradise we found it in a way 
fraught with an eerie atmosphere. 
There was some land opened by the Government at 
Glass House Mountains and in company with the then 
Honourable J. G. Drake, then Postmaster-General, 
father and I went to inspect. On the way back to the 
station an old lady Mrs. Grigor came out to speak to us 
and as we were not at all secretive she soon knew our 
object in the visit to her locality and informed us of 
the Beverley property near Peachester, which father 
went to examine a few days later so that by February 
1892 he was busily engaged building our future home. 
In September of that year my mother and I 
arrived and I have lived there ever since with the 
exception of some seven years when I came to Brisbane 
to prepare for the erection of Crohamhurst Observa-
tory. I brought my instruments with me and am now 
busy completing the results of sixty years observation 
as during my absence in Brisbane the observations 
were not neglected and I kept a check set at my home 
in Bower Street, Highgate Hill, all the time. As I had 
begun observations in Kangaroo Point in June 1887 I 
have now almost completed my sixty-fifth year of 
continuous observation and am therefore probably the 
doyen of Australian observers. 
At Crohamhurst I went through the usual routine 
of land pioneers. Hard work, long hours, strength and 
health and iron muscles and accidents and blows and 
falls with horses and cattle which every land worker 
encounters, but in my case armed with my scientific 
outfit they had a special meaning and a sacred message 
for me. 
While I was with Wragge, Mr. Unmack received 
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from Germany the great work of the scientist Bruck-
ner who had been ordered by the Russian Imperial 
Government to investigate the changing levels of the 
Caspian Sea and thereby discovered a cyclical change 
every thirty-five years and Mr. Unmack saw in this 
(he was a learned man) the possibility of the issue of 
a practical long range forecasts and gave Wragge 
instructions to that effect; and so came into being the 
famous outline forecast to 1932 which was wonderfully 
correct for a first essay and then almost without data. 
It came to me to go through the floods and droughts in 
actual practice and that made them living things to me 
and something told me that this was my job and I gave 
it my constant attention. I visited Brisbane only at 
long intervals, one being of five years duration and 
lived an almost forgotten life till 1923. 
A little before that a very fine scientific writer 
Mr. Cyrus Macfarlane conducted a science column in 
the "Daily Mail" and to him I used to send occasional 
notes which he incorporated in his articles. One of 
these was a forecast essay concerning the dry spell of 
1923 for the termination of which I sent him an esti-
mate for his usual treatment. He replied, however, 
that such an estimate was too important to be just 
included in his column, but must come out as my own. 
I shrank from such publicity but he insisted and it 
came out and later its close fulfilment concentrated 
attention on me from far and wide and I was instantly 
plunged into a vortex of applause and controversy. 
I was plunged into the vortex and had to visit 
Brisbane quite a deal. The papers gave me articles to 
write on my theories and I had interviews with many 
people. My old school mate, Mr. J. D. Story, arranged 
for my work to be investigated by Professor Priestley 
of the University who expressed very great interest 
and asked to retain the paper I had written for his 
information, while Professor Richards said that it was 
evident I was a man ahead of my time. The work grew 
and grew and the farm operations had to be replaced 
by the new occupation and soon it became clear that 
the available space in a private house was insufficient 
and I came to Brisbane to see what was to be done. 
I was marooned there by the Railway strike of 1927 
and took a house for myself and was joined by my 
family who, together with me, earned enough to keep 
ourselves and we lived for seven happy busy years at 
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Bower Street, next door to a very old friend, Mr. 
Herbert Clark, Superintendent of Orphanges, and close 
to another old school mate Major J. A. Austin, uncle 
to our librarian whose father lived quite close also. A 
little while before that another prominent Queens-
lander, M. Henri Tardent, at one time in charge of the 
Roma Experimental Station, a Councillor of the 
Authors and Artists Association, had proposed me as 
a Councillor and that was my first contact with culture 
in Brisbane. I later became Vice-President, having 
declined the Presidency in favour of the late Mr. P. 
Stanhope Hobday. The Council of Agriculture and later 
the Works Department gave me an office in the Old 
Trades Hall whose foundation stone always reminded 
me of a number of old school mates, the sons of Sir 
Charles Lilley, Chief Justice and a great patriot. 
I came to Brisbane in 1927 and remained here till 
1935 in all about seven years and seven months and 
in that time became acquainted very closely with the 
men of those days and in the 1929-31 depression was 
able to be of some service to many of our institutions, 
notably The Historical Society of Queensland, of which 
I was made a Councillor and then President and during 
my years of office I set myself the task first of keeping 
the Society alive by finding it temporary homes and 
then in the main objective of a permanent home in 
being able to secure this present house at Newstead 
which was of all those offering the really one and only 
suitable site. 
During the Depression the Astronomical Society 
had great difficulty in maintaining its existence but I 
was able to get a home for them in the Teacher's 
Training College where I was myself accommodated 
and this was made possible through the courtesy of 
the Principal, the late Mr. Morris, and it was in the 
big lecture hall under the chairmanship of His Grace 
Archbishop Duhig that I delivered my presidential 
address for 1931 which dealt with my astronomical-
meteorological discoveries. 
Just when I was about to come to Brisbane arose 
the discussions on the site of a new dam for the Bris-
bane Water Supply and the late Mr. Peart, Engineer 
of Water Supply, had advocated and prepared the plans 
for the present Somerset Dam. There was an old man 
living near me who had interested himself very much 
in this as he had an idea that by building the new dam 
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at Peachester it could be placed at such a level that 
the upper waters of the Stanley could be diverted and 
thus prevent such disastrous floods in Brisbane as 
those of 1890 and 1893. This man, a Mr. Penny, was a 
very remarkable man. He was of very good family as 
the fact of the famous Ruskin having been his drawing 
master will show, but when he reached adolescence he 
read some books of adventure and ran away to sea 
and then lead the life of an adventurer till he drifted to 
Peachester in old age and lived on a pension. He pre-
sented his scheme to the authorities, but they treated 
it with very faint consideration and the old man came 
to me and explained it. I saw that i t had a great deal 
of practical value in it and told him so and he then 
entreated me to see if I could get some, atteijtion given 
to it. He was entirely altruistic in this and asked for 
no reward of any kind and sought alone the public good 
and for this reason it appealed to me very strongly 
and more especially so as I recalled the old aboriginal 
slogan, "No Stanley, no flood." I therefore went to 
Brisbane and called on the various officials concerned. 
They all received me very courteously and listened 
attentively to what I had to say. 
They drove with me to inspect the site and finally 
I advocated a scheme lower down the river from Nich-
olson's Hill to Mt. Archer which would automatically 
control the waters of the Stanley so that none above 
that point could flow into the Brisbane River. On his 
death-bed Mr. Peart sent for me and told me that he 
regretted that he did not know of my scheme in time 
but the Depression necessitated the immediate carry-
ing out of something and this was then ready for 
operation. It may be that my scheme will yet have to 
be carried out as the Somerset Dam has not yet been 
subjected to a crucial test, and if it is then it should be 
remembered that my idea is just that of dear old Mr. 
Penny but removed to the lowest position down the 
stream possible. 
As Vice-President of the Town Planning Associa-
tion I read a paper advising the construction of a lock 
at the Seventeen Mile Rocks, which would restore 
water navigation to the river independently of the 
tides, restore the efficacy of the Basin in the Bremer 
at Ipswich and give a large tract of rich land capable 
of irrigation which would solve the problem of the 
fresh milk supply of Brisbane, a matter really of life 
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and death to a tropical city. In the same capacity I 
advocated the resumption of Spring Hill and its treat-
ment as the Acropolis of Brisbane with the public 
building on the plateau so easily made there at an 
elevation which would make better living conditions 
with the Queensland Hall of Fame the centre and this 
attracted a great deal of attention at the time. 
I further advised the construction of well designed 
buildings in the classical manner at Anzac Square 
which was to be extended to Queen Street and the 
Sunday Mail gave great prominence to this which 
appealed to many people. I was instrumental in saving 
the Creek Street Fig Tree which is still thriving having 
been made a Committee of One for that purpose. I 
managed while yet in Brisbane to prevent the removal 
of the Boer War Memorial statue from its site in front 
of the Trades Hall on Wickham Terrace and for which 
the magnificent figure of the horse is entirely suited 
and is a masterpiece of the famous Bertram McKennal. 
As intended the horse looked out in symbolical protec-
tion over the city. Unfortunately after my departure 
this ill advised move was made and the poor horse only 
looks on people waiting for their tram and now alas 
has not even that poor duty. 
My main fight, however, and that is still raging, 
is concerning my life-long researches into the weather 
which I first met when with Clement Wragge and 
which slowly penetrated my mind with urges from 
actual floods, droughts, and frosts, cattle trouble, and 
all that goes to make a pioneer's life. Then my life-long 
friend, Arnold Edwin Brooks, F.R.I.B.A., a member of 
this Society, sent me a copy of Ellsworth Huntington's 
"Earth and Sun" and my experiences gave me the 
power to read this book in a new way and showed me 
a meaning in Nature that had not been observed by 
others, and again I became a pioneer in a study that 
has baffled everyone. I thought I saw the light and 
offered it to my confreres, but as usual only a few 
responded; the others would have none of me and I 
paid the price of a Forerunner. Nevertheless, one by 
on they are seing the light too and the result of my 
long life's efforts may some day be recognised and 
made use of as I sincerely hope it may be, as what I 
have discovered is if not the complete answer at least 
the road through the dark forest that leads to the 
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temple wherein is the coft'er with the knowledge 
within. 
This work has brought me into contact with all 
sorts and conditions of men and I have made many 
friendships from the State Governors down: Sir 
Matthew Nathan was keenly interested and remained 
so till his death and Sir Leslie Wilson carried his 
interest to a very practical point and obtained for me 
the only official recognition that I have attained. The 
Lord Mayors of Brisbane have acted as Chairman of 
my Observatory Committees and through this and my 
evidence on the water supply of Brisbane I have 
become the friend of the Irrigation Commissioners, Mr. 
Partridge, Mr. Parkinson and now Mr. Nimmo. Mr. 
Herring, Mr. Macnish and the late Mr. James Allan 
have all worked hard to establish my work and our 
combined efforts found some fruition in the opening 
on 13th August 1935 of the Crohamhurst Observatory 
by Sir Leslie Wilson in the presence of a very distin-
guished and representative gathering. 
I flrst saw Crohamhurst at Easter 1892, I entered 
into occupation of the Observatory at Easter 1935, and 
the Easter just passed sees the completion of sixty 
years in that place, and I can now look back on years 
that have been vital to history generally and to the 
development of this country in particular. 
A unique part of my life has been the contacts 
that I have made with the official and scientific world 
through my discoveries of the real nature of the uni-
verse and the way the sunspots work and in these I 
entered a forbidden field and there were some heavy 
clashes and I shared the fate of other pioneers and 
could see myself in the film of Louis Pasteur when the 
contemptuous question was asked, "Who is this little 
country doctor to presume to teach us?" and who was 
I, a little country cockie, to tell them things they had 
not seen? One of my friends was also a friend of 
Marconi who went through it all just the same. How-
ever, my friend Arnold Brooks put me in touch with 
the famous professor, Ellsworth Huntington, who 
proved a friend indeed and the institution that he 
founded. The Foundation for the Study of Cycles, has 
lately written to say that they think my discoveries 
may be an answer and the same thing now comes from 
Germany. 
Astounding changes have taken place in our gen-
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eral understanding of the Earth in its relation to the 
Universe and through the general application of long 
wave transmission and its various forms of interfer-
ence it has been found that the Earth is no isolated 
body but is dependent on the actions of other bodies 
at unblievably remote distances so that we find we 
exist in a general electro-magnetic condition which 
reduces the whole universe into the condition of a vast 
automatic machine which proceeds from phase to phase 
utterly beyond any manner of control and the tides of 
individual life and of nations and races come and go 
with the slow precision that has been alluded to as the 
mills of God. The studies of the Curies seem to show 
that there may be a new force that may possibly come 
into action and this presents the extreme danger that 
should its chain reaction by some possibility be 
released, then a universal destruction might set in that 
would solve the question of human destiny for ever. 
Meanwhile we hear much talk of an atomic age, but 
recently I heard it stated on the radio by an acknow-
ledged expert that it might be forty and more, prob-
ably sixty years before any practical application of this 
could take place and meanwhile a general atmosphere 
of fear pervades the whole human scene but the mills 
of God grind slowly on and bewildered one looks in vain 
for a solution and the only possible source of drastic 
change seems to lie in the mysterious East with its 
teeming millions where in this span of mine great 
changes have taken place and nations that seemed to 
lie quite apart are slowly realising their strength so 
that possibly after another vast and cataclysmic en-
counter a new era may arise on the ruins of the old 
and the whole process may begin again and be re-
peated da capo. 
I tried to show you something of this in my 1932 
presidential address and it all goes to show that Omar 
Khayyam spoke the truth when he sang, "The first 
morning of creation wrote what the last dawn of 
reckoning shall read," and again there are many pro-
phetic minds among us who echo another of his words: 
"Oh love could you and I with Fate conspire 
To grasp this sorry scheme of things entire 
Would we not shatter it to bits and then 
Remould it nearer to the heart's desire?" 
but so far all we can see for certain is another of his 
calls: 
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"Ah moon of my delight that knows no wane 
The moon of Heaven is rising once again 
How oft hereafter rising shall she look 
Through this same garden after me in vain." 
Or perhaps a hope inextinguishable may rise: 
"That we poor souls whose faith has made so bold 
May follow still where all our fathers trod 
Trusting our lives to those great truths of old 
The sublime mysterious laws of Nature that Men call 
god." 
